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of hours each day merely to kill time, I guessed he
had not taken me seriously. So once again taking
my courage in both hands (and it did need some
courage to tell father what I wanted to) I gently
informed him that I had already applied for the job
and had been accepted. I only wanted his permis-
sion. I also told him I was not going to do honorary
work. I had hardly had my say when the storm
broke, as I knew it would. Father did not mind my
working but he wished it to be honorary work. We
argued at length about it, but I remained adamant
and so did father. Away went my dreams and my
hopes of. being a working girl. I loved father
too much to defy him, but for the first time I deeply
resented his authority. I held my peace and tried
to figure out ways and means of getting father to
change his mind, a thing he did not do easily. I tried
to enlist mother's help. She too refused, having her
own reasons for doing so. She wanted me to get
married and to settle down. If I took a job my chances
of marrying would become even more remote. I
went to Jawahar and to my delight he not only
agreed that I should take up work, but that it should
be as a paid worker. He was very pleased with my
decision and promised to persuade father to give
his consent. Greatly relieved I left the matter in
his hands and hoped for the best. Many discus-
sions took place before father finally gave his con-
sent and then I joined the school. For almost a
year and a half I taught there and was thoroughly
contented. Later I resigned as I wanted to take part
in politics and could not do both things. Politics is
a whole-time job. The Civil Disobedience Movement
was on and I was anxious to give all my time to it.
In 1928 the Calcutta Congress was held and my
father presided over it. We went in a large party
from Allahabad with special coaches attached to
the train. In Calcutta as guests of the Congress we